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Triptych 


Author's Notes: 
This is kind of a new style for me, but | like the way it sounds. Hopefully, it\'s as interesting to read as it was 


to write. 


He moves in a pristine dreamworld, white and silver and gold. Cold. Distant. Perfect. Terrible. 


Feeling has no place in his sterile environment. He is a quitter, he is healed, he is destroyed, he is remade. He 
has forgotten what made him himself in the first place and, trapped behind these pale walls, he cannot touch 
it. His fingers grasp and strain, calluses and ink and nails chewed to the quick, and they glance off of a mirror 


reflection that no longer belongs to him. 
Can you feel it? 
He can feel something. Filth and heat and squalid humanity. Hands stroking and probing, pinching and slapping. He 


feels a riot of life against his skin; he feels sweat and hair and bone and muscle and blood trickling unheeded 


from abused flesh. He feels and he processes and he pushes himself against it, seeking to become it. 


Pain is old news. He can't even bring himself to scream anymore. Pressure, on the back of his neck, and the 
world explodes red. He cannot breathe or see or speak, he can only exist in a haze of agony and panic. Blood 
fills his nostrils and trickles down his throat, a poor substitute for air, and still it goes on. Grinding, shattering, 
mindless, on and on and on. He doesn't fight it because he doesn't know how, or because he forgot. All he knows 


now is acceptance, resignation. 
Behind him, there is a scream. Inside him, there is new heat. Against him, there is nothing. 


The mattress beneath him is rank with animal smells, sweat and sex and need He coughs, accepts a cigarette, 
shrugs at the inevitable. Didnt come? He wipes blood off his upper lip and reflects. As filthy as his outside 


gets, he remains the same inside. Stainless. Passionless. 
Well figure something out. 


Meaningless words. He smiles. He nods. He lies down on the bed and stares at the ceiling and aches. 


Its a different sort of penetration tonight, the sort that he looks forward to. They've laid it all out, sterile and 
cold. The sight comforts him. 


In abstract, its a miraculous thing. He transcends, he feels, he knows. He's able to embrace the truths that 
elude him during the waking hours. His nothing becomes his pain and out of his pain is born his beauty. He sees 
God and God is himself, God is everything inside him that he never knew existed and if only for a brief time, 


he is created new. 


In reality, it is a cold, lonely death. Its a puncture in his arm or his thigh or his stomach, between his toes or 
fingers, anywhere that he can find. It's brief bliss broken by intervals of longing. It's a mark that fades so 
much slower than the gift it gave, reminding him of his stupidity, taunting him into the next round. 


He doesn't like to push it in or press the plunger down. If he can lie back and allow it to be done to him, then 


he is passive in his own destruction, pathetic but not culpable. 


It goes in his arm tonight, that tried and true repository. He hates the belt, he hates the syringe, he hates 
the needle as it slips into his vein, cold and slender, and he hates the shuddery gasp that falls from his lips. 
Then the belt is gone, the syringe is empty, the needle is in the garbage, and he can't gasp anymore. 


He wavers. How much is too much? It's hard to tell. One day, maybe it helps. The next, maybe it kills. He slips 
away from himself, dangerously away, and he knows that this time it's finally over. He's been waiting for this 
to happen. Years of expectation, of preparation, of knowing that it would kill him one day and still having to risk 
it. 


He lies on the bed and stares at the ceiling and slowly fades. 


* 


He exists again in a sterile world This one is not of his own making, not born out of his insecurities. This one is 


not a self-constructed barrier. This one is not a dream. 


They all come to stare at him. They say they're sorry, they're glad he's all right, they've been thinking about 
him. They don't say they can't believe it happened. They all knew, they all ignored, they all feel guilty. They look 
at him and see what minding their own business did. He knows they judge themselves unfairly. There was 


nothing anyone could do. It was bound to happen sooner or later. 


Nick doesn't say anything. Nick, who pushed down the plunger; Nick, who measured the dose; Nick, who cooked 
it up. Nick, who almost killed him. Nick stands by the bed and stares down at his hands and shrugs his 
shoulders. It's more eloquent by far than all the sympathetic words. He nods and Nick nods and Nick leaves him 


alone in the room. 

He sleeps for a while, exhausted. 

When he wakes up, Josh is there. It's the first time he's visited and he, like Nick, doesn't say anything. He 
stares, then paces, then returns to the bedside to stare some more. His eyes are blank. When he finally finds 
his voice, it is blank as well. 

Came back? 

He nods slowly and reaches out. Josh takes his hand and sighs and strokes his fingers. He traces the stars, fills 
them in with his fingertip, counts them silently, then does it all again. For the first time, Mark is guilty. He 
squeezes tight, clinging to Josh's hand. Somehow, it has to be made right. 

Josh's lips are warm and his breath is sweetly stale, cigarettes and coffee sugared to within an inch of its life. 
His eyes slip shut. His body shudders and twitches. Josh sits back and stares at him and he relaxes back 
against the pillows. They're hard and uncomfortable and he wants to go home. 


Well figure something out. 


And Josh holds his hand as he lies on the bed and closes his eyes and sleeps. 


